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paper.   Presently he will transfer them to his
collection, when they might have been drinking
honey from the flowers. I should like to put that
man into a big poison-bottle and pin down those fat,
eager legs and arms of his !}J

My host spoke with grim earnestness. Then he
went on with even more vigour:

tt! once saw a man who has a mania for collecting
the green-brown eggs of blackbirds and the blue-
brown eggs of thrushes. He has hundreds of them
in large drawers. All those eggs came from the love-
making of birds. Stranger. Ah ! when spring comes
there are such happy marriages in birdland, such joy
in building homes. And then the eggs come. Spring-
time is calling, calling in the woods, but the birds sit
so patiently upon their eggs. They know why they
keep them warm, and they sing little snatches of song
for very joy of keeping them warm. Then comes a
heavy foot-fall, and cruel fingers dive into the nest.
The treasures of coloured shell, with life and song
for many a golden spring, are taken away, pierced
and blown. Oh, Stranger, I weep when I think of
that man^s collection of eggs, and of all the sweet and
wonderful song lost for ever to the world ! "

My friend lifted again the flowers as I had seen
him do when watching him from the wood. Once
more he spoke to them in a strange language I could
not understand, and it seemed that the flowers
answered him. He smiled at what they said.